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It seemed wonderfully cool and fresh in the meadows on
each side of the path. The doctor was not a man to leave a
perfectly good path where he could find one, and soil his
neatly-waxed shoes with dampness or hay-seed. But he liked
the feel of the greenness on each side of him, the fresh breeze
that reached him from the Seine. He even took off his hat and
let the cool air play upon his brow. He never took off his hat in
Paris; he was nearing fifty, and had learnt to accept the
conventions of society in all places where society congregated.
But he found life unusually pleasant as he reached an ap-
parently lonely spot on the river-bank, and stood looking out
across the swirling waters. He could not help feeling a faint
irritation at the discovery that he was not. after all, alone. An
unshaven man in dirty blue trousers was lying in a bed of
reeds a few yards away, under the shadow of overhanging
ash-trees.

He seemed to be sleeping, but appearances are proverbially
deceptive; his eyes were hardly open, but he had evidently seen
the hatless but dapper figure in the sunlight. "Good day,
Citizen Doctor/' he said.

The doctor managed to smile in a friendly, if slightly
patronising way. "Good day," he answered, and would have
liked to add: "My good man," or some such vocative from a
past that the Revolution was rapidly sweeping away. "I am
surprised you know me," he went on. "I am afraid I have not
the pleasure ..."

"No. You may have one day!" was the rather unexpected
reply from the unshaven lips. "And I can't claim the honour of
knowing you ... at least, only as well as I know your six
hundred colleagues."

"Oh, I see," answered the doctor, replacing his hat on his
head. *'A student of politics ?''

There was no temptation to be patronising now. The man,
whatever his appearance, spoke with the accents of the
educated, the unconscious self-assertion of the well-born.

"I've studied them since I was no taller than your walking-
stick," he said. "They're the only thing that's worth studying.
All the other things that people turn into mysteries are quite
simple at bottom. It's a question of how they're governed . . .